I was a little wary of BJ3.C. bulletins after my experi-
ence at Villacarnes, but any news from beyond the
Pyrenees was welcome. It was too early for London's
news, I sat listening to "Alhambra Memories", mark-
ing the dosing of the old theatre. The old music-hall
hits coupled with the Napoleon brandy gave me a very
emotional half-hour. "Good Nate, everybody, G-o-o-d
Nate!" I heard the voice of the Muezzin of Broad-
casting House as I sat cleaning my rifle against the
morning's work, to restore my sense of reality.
That night, I slept in a bed, in silk pyjamas. Never
before in my life had I realized the luxury of a soft
bed and the sensation of silk against a skin roughened
by coarse cotton. I wound my alarm-dock, switched
off the bedside lamp and slept.
I was awakened by a shell which exploded in the
flat below me, it was almost ten o'dock. Germany pro-
duces more efficient shells than alarm-docks. I waited
for the next reminder, none followed. I was sorry to
leave my magnificent pyjamas, despite the orthodoxy
of their colour, they would, I fdt, be frowned on in the
trenches. In the kitchen as I prepared breakfast, I
noticed a cage. In it was a very dejected-looking
canary, still living. It had reached its last grains of
seeds, only a few drop of water remained, I left it
singing with new energy, its tray full and a large cup
of milk in its cage; it would have been kinder to have
wrung its little nedk
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